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The hardest thing a father should never have to do is put a bullet in their child's head. I've done it twice. This is my reality. My wife, Emily, was the first to go, shortly after the first wave of them hit the city. Myself and our two kids, Samantha and Ethan, lasted a bit longer.
When I was forced to put a stop to our last child, everything was gone. Everything I had was taken from me. I have nothing left. Still, I wonder why I'm alive. Why I just didn't end it after I had nobody left.
I guess because I feel it's my duty to payback the kind ladies and gentlemen who brought this upon us all. The ones still hiding out, cowering in fear from the horror they created. Wiping out 60-70% of the population in America alone. At least that's the numbers survivors are using. Nobody really knows. As for the casualties around the world, I don’t know, or care. We have enough to deal with on our own soil.
To anyone reading this, It means I buried my dead and I'm about to be on the hunt. If you want to hunt the same monsters as I do, look for the man in grey. I will be waiting on the corner of 7th and Maple tomorrow at first light. Pack lean, we will never be coming back.


- Sebastian the Determined
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The warm summer days are coming to an end. Though people haven't given that a second thought. More important, life threatening ones fill every waking moment. When are more of them coming? Should I escape town and head to the hills or hunker down and put up a defensive perimeter? Food?
Sebastian could only think of two things. His family, now gone, buried, and destroying those that started this living nightmare. First they played it off as nothing. Just a few outbreaks here and there from a bad case of tainted water they said. Fertilizer that drove some people mad. Turned some into flesh eaters.
More outbreaks happened, more people died and more information surfaced. A pharmaceutical company had been working on a new drug to cure life. The god pill. One magic pill that stopped every ailment one could have. Taken once daily with a glass of water, for the rest of your life. That was their claim though.
It was win-lose. People with means would have the cure for death from disease. Humanetics, the company behind it would make billions, possibly trillions. Everyone else would suffer.
But it didn't turn out that way. The people with means went crazy, Humanetics hid and everyone else died or went crazy themselves before death. Some think the pill had created a mutated form of itself inside people taking it. Becoming contagious, if bitten or come in contact with bodily fluids. Creating mad zombie like creatures out of people. Stopping them only by a bullet to the head, decapitation or crushing the entire skull.
Many of the people with means were in the government. They were the first to go mad. Ironic really. Killing, spreading and dying. As fast as a common cold. Maybe faster. It spread through the country like a wildfire does through the plains. It spread through bodily fluid contamination. Blood or saliva would come in contact with non-infected and soon turn them. It took awhile to figure that out. Costing millions of lives. Just like Hollywood predicted.
He had posted his letter in the center of town, where others with notes of need and missing persons posted for help. Two had joined Sebastian for the hunt. He’d waited at the corner, wondering if he’d be going alone, but just as it was getting light, they showed up. Holly, just out of college, ready to take on the world, although this wasn’t what she’d envisioned. Bennett, long retired, ready to take on the grave, his veteran grit had kept him alive this far. Both had similar stories. Losing everyone they loved and nothing to lose.
"It looks like it's three against all of them," Sebastian said after their brief introductions at the corner.
"How many is "them?” Holly asked, not knowing what she really volunteered for. It was a question none of them could answer. Sebastian had a rough idea, but shrugged. The last report was that those responsible for this hell went to the bunker under their laboratory 200 miles from where they stood.
Bennett looked spry for his age. "I'm not getting any younger and want to see those bastards pay," he said after taking a drink from his canteen.
"Alright then, I'll lead the way."
And with that, Sebastian took the lead. No talk of strategy. No provision or gear check. At this point in time, those that survived knew how to take care of themselves and didn’t need hand holding. Holly in stride and Bennett taking up the rear. Three people, Three backpacks full of supplies and Three rifles. Guns ready to be used on infected or ill intentioned alike.
This was a different world. The rules had changed. No, the rules had been cast aside. Whatever was in your best interest goes. The days of the old wild west were back.
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After hours of walking, the group stopped for the night as the sun kissed the horizon.
"We'll camp here, if that's OK with you guys".
"Sounds good to me". Holly said rubbing her thighs.
"Yes, that thicket should provide good coverage," Bennett replied with a finger pointing to a spot with good cover. They rolled out their sleeping gear and dug through their packs to find something to eat.
They’d took the first day slow. Sebastian didn't know how much the two could handle, but they both seemed fine. Bennett didn't fall behind and Holly didn't complain. Whiners and frail old men probably wouldn't have joined him, Sebastian thought, or survived the initial mayhem. There was little talk during the walk through quiet side roads. They all agreed that the main roads would attract people. The wrong type of people.
There were groups, gangs that roamed the land. Pillage and plunder like the old pirate days. True, there was no law, no rules, nobody to really stop them, but decent people were still pretty decent. Unless threatened, most were civilized. As civilized as one can be after a deadly drug wipes out your country.
"I wish we could have drove," Holly said munching on some saltines. Though she knew that would never work. The gangs controlled the roads and took any vehicle that was drivable to add to their fleet. Would draw unwanted attention too.
"About a week ago I tried driving out of town," Bennett shared while opening a can of beans to be eaten cold. "I got as far as Spring View before they stopped me, gave me a good beating and took the car.”
The other two looked at him, surprised.
“I had to try,” he shrugged.
"You're a braver man than me. In my mind it wasn’t a chance to take," Sebastian said using a spork to eat tuna out of a foil pouch.
"Brave? No, more like stupid. But what other options were there? Sometimes you just have to try, no matter the odds. For the dozens of us that have tried to flee town, a couple made it through to a better place, right?"
"Until they meet gangs roaming the other towns."
Holly nibbled more of the cracker. "I wish I had some cheese. Even Cheese Wiz sounds good. How are your food supplies looking? I've got about a week and a half if I really conserve." "Same," both men replied.
"We should rotate sleep shifts. Watch and listen for people," Sebastian murmured. "I'll take the first shift. Get some sleep you two, Bennett you want next up"?
"Sure"
Holly and Bennett settled down for a few hours of rest while Sebastian got into a little more comfortable leaning position, rifle lying across his legs and listening. Wind rustling the tall brown grasses that lined the road, frogs and crickets playing their songs. Those were the normal night sounds. Sebastian was listening for the ones that made his hair stand on end. Those infected human sounds of pain, anguish and savage desire for flesh. Or gangs looking for their next victims to rob, rape and murder. It was a new moon, dark and unforgiving.
Dawn came and Sebastian still watched. Sleep never played nice with him since he had buried his kids. If not restless sleep, nightmares woke him into cold sweats.
"Hey, time to pack up," Nudging the two to wake. Both quietly got up and started tearing down camp and eating some breakfast bars.
"Decided to pull an all nighter, eh Sebastian?” Bennett said like it wasn't a surprise.
"Don't sleep much these days"
"Well tonight, Bennett and I will take over. How long since you've last slept a full night?"
"Days, weeks? I stopped keeping track or caring. Determination is what keeps me going."
"Is that how you got the name? Sebastian the determined. I've heard some stories about you," Bennett said with admiration in his voice.
"Gross exaggerations at best I'm guessing. I just do what I have to do. Tried to protect those I love and pay back those I hate. Also helped good people when I could.”
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As they walked, navigating the roads, avoiding abandoned vehicles and debris, each person brooding in their own thoughts. Not knowing if they'd ever reach their destination and if they did, what would be next?
Passing by a deserted gas station Sebastian was the first to speak, "Should we look inside for food?"
There was a slim chance there was anything left, but they'd eventually need to resupply and finding even a can would help.
Bennett nodded and Holly gave a weary "ok".
Reaching the entrance the three surveyed the mini-quick-stop-mart. Barren save for a few boxes on first look. Mop heads printed on the side of a few. Sebastian flipped open his pocket knife and sliced one open. He dumped the contents out. Mop heads. The same for the box below. The third box wasn’t taped shut, but didn’t look like the others and picking it up it felt a little heavier.
Opening up proved to be more mops. Throwing the mop heads on the floor, Sebastian grabbed hold of the shoe box at the bottom. Snickers candy bars and a small revolver inside.
"Huh," he grunted. They turned to look.
"That's a score right there!" Holly exclaimed. "Only thing a girl needs. Chocolate and protection."
Indeed, the box contained 9 Snickers bars and the gun still with 6 bullets. Someone never got around to grabbing them again.
"We'll divide them up and I'll hold the revolver, if there are no objections," declared Sebastian.
"No objections here," said the older man. "I already have my pistol".
"I'm cool with that. Now if you had wanted to keep all the snickers, we'd have a problem,” Holly joked.
Finding nothing else, made their way outside when engines could be heard in the distance.
"Get to the bushes," Sebastian hissed.
The vehicles grew closer as they hid in the bushes and gave them some cover. Just as they were settled, a car with every window broken and an old Toyota truck pulled up to the gas station. Men jumped out with fuel canisters and guns. To Sebastian, It looked like they were coming just for a fuel run. Like they'd been here before. They shouldn't come poking around, he hoped.
The only thing you could tell about the men was the off-putting feeling they gave. All the survivors looked scruffy and dirty, but these guys had something else. They were not nice people. Maybe from the big gang that was rumored to have formed early on, who were slowly taking over large areas nearby. Though they'd tried, they were not yet successful in taking the town yet. They were laughing and joking as they cranked gas up from the holding tank. To them it was just another joyous day. Sebastian picked up a few words here and there. Sounded like they were going to go on a big raid. It may even be the town. There was nothing he could do though. I have no home anymore. My only goal is to look into the eyes of my one true enemy, Humanetics.
What seemed like forever was only minutes as the men filled the containers and drums. Done, they packed up and left.All Three giving a sigh of relief. The vehicles drove off the same way they came which meant they were not going to run into them on the road, as they walked towards destiny, the alleged bunker 180 miles away.
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Yesterday's encounter left the three on edge. And after setting camp, they’d forced Sebastian to try and sleep. His arguing didn’t help. Holly took the first watch and Bennett the second until dawn.
Sebastian went in and out of fitful sleep. Often dreaming about the events that took place over the last couple weeks. His wife being attacked and infected while working in the city. Watching the live news broadcast of downtown and see her running towards the camera was unreal. A red blouse that had been white when she left for work that morning, and a mad look in her eyes. There was no doubt that it was Emily. It didn't sink in as she wrestled with the cameraman biting at everything trying to find flesh. Just out of shot of the camera, a shout and a shot from a faceless voice, ending her life. There would be no burial, no grave. Just thrown in a pile with the others to burn.
He didn't even go and try to see her one last time. He knew he wouldn't make it. All that was left was to hug his children, who had just witnessed their mother in the last moments of her life. Sometimes these nightmares were back to back. He had was the group of infected rushing through their small town. They'd finally made it from the city to the little suburb and ravaged it. Ethan was the first to get infected. A wave struck the town without much notice. Hundreds screaming, wailing and running towards anything that moved. A couple of them found Sebastian and the kids. He’d killed two while a third came from behind and launched itself at Ethan biting his arm as he brought it up in defense. It was too late. Ethan had been bitten, the attacker laid still after a bullet from Sebastian's pistol, but it wasn’t fast enough. He couldn't save his son. And he knew what had to be done. The change comes quickly, within minutes of being bitten, the madness takes over. Not stopping until dead. By the time the sadness washed over Sebastian, Ethan had already turned. "I'm sorry," he said as he pulled the trigger.
Samantha and Sebastian lasted a little longer together. After Ethan was gone they holed up in their house on the edge of town. Boarding up all the doors and windows, knowing that it was all in vain. Group after group of infected would hit the house because they smelled flesh. Their flesh. Some hit harder than others, most left after a while, finding someone else to feast on. One group, the biggest of them all surrounded the house and were able to finally get to the prize at the bottom of the cereal box.
Smashing through one of the windows they started to pour in. No amount of preparation could stop the rush. It only caused an inconvenience. Just like before, surrounded, Sebastian could only fight off so many, leaving Samantha to fend for herself. At 12 she'd done pretty well and could fire a pistol as good as anybody these days. Her aim was true. One shot, one kill. Until she ran out of bullets. She'd already gone through 2 clips and was reaching for the ax when they pounced on her. Screaming she tried to fight them off. Sebastian turned and started yelling as he tried to take down her attackers while fending off his own. Fighting back tears he knew it was too late. There was no way to stop it. When it was over, there were none left alive, except one.
Sebastian for the second time, had to do the unthinkable.
"I'm sorry baby"
His eyes opened to the dark.
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"I never thought I could experience anything more horrific than the war. But many years later, now that I'm old and one foot’s in the grave and the other is almost there, I can say that I was wrong. This goes beyond anything I did or saw".
Sebastian could only shake his head at Bennett and give a long grunt. What could you say to a guy that lived and breathed war, to come home alive and think nothing could be worse than that?
"I had just finished packing up my room and was heading back home to stay with my folks," Holly started to say. "College was done and I was figuring out what was next. You'd think that's what college is for. To prepare for "real life". Really, it's just another way to prolong the freedom of youth." Holly’s words kept them silent for a couple moments, letting it mull in their minds. "I heard the first report on an emergency broadcast alert in my car. I remember being pissed because a song I like was being interrupted,” she continued. "The alert was foreign to me. Hearing words like outbreak, infected and death are unnatural. Some joke by the radio station. It had to be. Something like this? Zombies? This isn't a movie I'm watching. This is real life!" Holly said raising her voice. "I got to my parents before the first wave hit our town. They didn't last long. And now, somehow I'm glad of it. They didn't have to suffer, watching the world around them burn. That's why I'm here, with you guys, to finish burning the world. I don’t think I’ll be around when it gets better. If it ever does."
Walking along the old road, 35 miles out of town, two of the three people who banded together had put an end to their silence by reliving memories out loud. The good and bad. Of loved ones, of where they were when the outbreak first happened. Nobody tried to coax anyone else into talking or elaborating. They had all the time in the world. What was said was absorbed. Mingling with their own thoughts and experiences.
Sebastian didn't speak. His memories were not fond ones. As were everyone else's. He couldn't remember all the good times he shared with his family. No matter how hard he tried, only those of their deaths remained. And by his hand no less. He reminds himself that he didn't shoot his children, they were already gone by the time he pulled the trigger.
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It had been a week since they left town. The paper map said they were halfway there. With no signs of infected and no more encounters with gangs, they were in as high spirits as one could be in the apocalypse. Even when food was running low. The snickers were long gone and few corner stores that still hadn't burned to the ground were picked clean.
Water thankfully wasn't a great concern as long as they treated it with those iodine tablets everyone had laying around. Though the risk of contamination was still all around them and where to drink was carefully selected.
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Sebastian was getting a little more sleep now that they were far away from town. He wasn't sure if that was a good thing or not. Getting comfortable made your reactions slow.
A sharp wind cut through them head on. Autumn was definitely approaching and summer warmth had been waning. Each with jackets, keeping heads down, away from the wind as they walked. Stopping for a break under a train bridge, Sebastian was glad to be temporarily sheltered.
A bag of nuts and some murky, but treated water was on the menu. He was quickly running out of food. They all were. Not nearly enough to sustain the amount of miles they're putting in.All looked noticeably more gaunt. Holly was on a volleyball scholarship in college and didn't have a lot of fat to lose.
Sebastian once had a bit of a beer belly, but that had already been consumed. Soon there wouldn’t be much fat for his body to harvest. Bennett looked like he should be in a hospital bed.
They needed to find food by tomorrow.
As if reading his mind Bennett said, "We need food. Anyone got any ideas?" "We could try the next group of houses we come up on..." Holly trailed off.
They’d passed many houses, but there was a high risk to check them out. From infected or those protecting themselves.
"Holly's right. We all know it's dangerous, but what choice do we have?"
Sebastian questioned. Going into houses is just asking for trouble. "We won’t know who or what is inside. We'll have to be smart. Watch for awhile and see if there is activity."
Taking a sip from his own funky water, Bennett agreed. "That's all I could think of. There's nothing around here and the ones closer to the highways would be picked clean by now, guaranteed. I wish there was a better way. "
With their break finished, they scrambled up the bank back onto the road and there looked to be some structures on the horizon. They'd have to be careful the closer they got.
They were within a couple hundred yards of the first building, an old barn with faded red planks hanging on to themselves by sheer willpower alone. It had seen it's own deathbed and decided to wait. The wind its current attacker, beating on it constantly, trying to tear it down.
A scream sounded from the barn. Not a pleasant sounding one. The three looked at each other and threw caution to the cold wind. Running with guns at the ready, they reached the barn door on the other side, kicking it open and opening fire a split second later.
There were two of them. Pinning the woman down, having their way with her. Worse than the infected Sebastian thought. Who would do such a thing? But all three had fired a shot. Two went into the guy standing and one from Sebastian went into the skull of the guy on top of her. Both dead, two less scumbags to ruin what's left of this world and no remorse from any of them.
The woman was unconscious, passed out from the ordeal, bleeding from a wound on her side, looked like a knife puncture Sebastian guessed.
"Hey, you're ok. It's going to be OK," Holly whispered moving to the woman's side. She stirred, giving out a groan. The cut was still bleeding.
"Holly, try and put some pressure on it," Bennett suggested.
"OK. I need a cloth or something."
Bennett searched around the barn. Some shelves still hadn't collapsed from age yet, filled with rusted old cans of oil and hand tools. He spotted a rag in the corner and grabbed it. Dirty, but will make due, he thought.
Holly had got the woman to come to, frightened by new faces, but she didn't scream out again. Because they weren't one of the them or didn't have enough energy to, they didn’t know.
"We’re trying to stop the blood, you've been cut pretty bad." Holly said caressing the woman’s forehead, who looked to be in her fifties or sixties. "Is there anyone else here? Someone we can get to help?"
The woman shook her head. "Just me" she said hoarsely. "My husband went out to find some medicine for me. Mine was running out. That was a week ago and I fear the worst. He ain’t coming back" sobbing now.
The bleeding hadn't stopped. No amount of pressure could fix her.
"Do you have a first aid kit?" Sebastian asked knowing it wouldn’t be enough. Internal bleeding from a punctured organ was out of his league, but he had to try.
"In the house, kitchen counter," she breathed.
Running outside to a house he hadn't really noticed during their rush to her aid, he got to the front door. Locked. Stepping back, delivered his best cop kick to bust the door open. It budged a little. Again. Again. Finally the frame broke and the door violently obliged. On the counter was the kit. Sebastian grabbed it and started running back to the barn.
When he got there, Bennett was saying a little prayer and Holly was closing the woman's eyes. He couldn't have been gone long. She was still conscious when he’d left.
"Too much blood," was all Holly could say after Bennett had finished his prayer.
"We didn't get her name," Holly stood up to get the pins and needles out of her legs. Walking in a circle, she moved over to an ax hanging on the wall. Rusted head with a shiny blade and well worn handle. Looked to have had years of good service. One last time Holly thought. Sebastian moved in front of her, "Do you want me to do it?"
"No, I was holding her hand when she passed. I've got to do this," Lifting the ax above her head she brought it down as hard as she could. Her aim was true, the blade connecting with the woman's neck. Crack, thump. "Sorry".
They left nothing to chance and she did the same to the woman's attackers, making sure they couldn't come back. Leaving the ax where it stuck, Holly walked out. The men followed. Bennett continued towards the house.
"Where are you going?" Holly questioned.
"To see if what we can use. They must have had supplies"
Inside Bennett went straight to the kitchen, popping open every cabinet he passed. Once they were all open revealing their secrets, he peered into each, one by one. Empty. Cups and plates. Empty. Empty. Every one so far was not useful to them or bare.
The second to last cabinet had a little treasure inside. Holly and Sebastian had entered and were searching the rest of the house.
"We got food," Bennett called out. "A couple cans of beans and vegetables and a box of crackers. Another day's worth each I’d say"
"That's good" Sebastian called out as he was rummaging through a closet down the hall.
Sebastian came up empty handed only finding junk. He kept thinking about the two guys they'd just killed and the woman they just decapitated. Those guys might have been scouts for a larger group. They had rode in on motorcycles which were parked in front.
"We should probably hurry up" he called out. "There might be more in the area and I'd like to not run into them, especially here."
Holly walked out from a room, empty handed as well. "Agreed," she replied in defeat.
"Here's your share of the food," Bennett said, handing each of them a small pile. "I want to check the well. That hand pump looked like it was in use."
They walked to the side, able to see the tip of the pump. Tall rushes of grass had grown up around it, as if to protect it from prying eyes.
After a good minute of pumping from Sebastian, cold, fresh water began to spill out. They cameled up with cold water and filled their bottles. With full bellies and crystal clear water for the rest of the day, they got back to the road. Back to the reason they were out here, walking with a purpose, to confront the people who started them down this nightmarish path on the way to hell.
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After Sebastian laid out his sleeping bag he sat down, exhausted. They had gone 20 miles that day. The most they’d done so far. When the ground is flat, anyone can cover some good distance. They were getting stronger and faster with every day.
Only having to stop a couple times for food breaks or find a bush. He took out his knife and stabbed a can of beans, repeating the motion until he could peel back the lid. Cold black beans and half package of ritz crackers. He'd had worse.
If all went well, they'd be in the city in 5 or 6 days. But the danger might increase exponentially. They still hadn't encountered infected and were all grateful for that, but there could be hoards of them still roaming, mad and hungry for flesh. And gangs, wanting to control the bountiful treasures the city held. Or at least did once. Checking his rifle ammo, counted up the rounds he had left. 23 rounds plus the 6 from the revolver. 29 bullets. That wasn't much.
"How many rounds do you guys have?"
"Hmmm, two, three..." Bennett was muttering. "I have about 35. Holly?"
"27"
"It might be wise to be on the lookout for other viable weapons," Sebastian stated.
"Sebastian, do you think we'll run into trouble?" Holly asked.
"Yes. With each step closer to the city, we run the risk of meeting people we’d rather stay clear of. I’d like to be proven wrong though.”
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Morning came quick to Sebastian who’d taken the last watch of the night. The chill in the air made him shiver. As the sun was inching its way towards the horizon.
These morning hours always looked beautiful. So calm and peaceful. Birds were waking up with a cheerful chirp, animals stirring, ready to forage for whatever delicacies they can find.
Another day has started. Holly was already up and packing. Bennett was just getting out of his sleeping bag. Sebastian was a little concerned for him as he'd turned his ankle while trying to go take a piss in the night. Bennett said he'd be fine, but his grimace this morning was not reassuring.
"I think we're about 80 miles away. We'll have to be even more cautious from here on out. We don't know what the conditions are like," Sebastian reiterated. They were about a mile down the road when they came upon another corner store.
This one worse than any they'd seen previous. Plundered and burned more than usual. Only the front brick wall was standing, barely at that. Still they stopped to take a look. Just burned out wood beams, melted shelving and ashes of whatever was inside at the time. Bennett was limping towards a door that looked intact. A full brick room. Maybe the contents survived. Reaching for the doorknob he turned and pulled, but it didn't budge much. Looking down he saw that a beam had been blocking it, making the door unable to swing open. Moving it off to the side he tried again. Just as he turned the knob he heard a shout.
"Wait!" Sebastian came up to him, pistol drawn. "We need to be careful, there could have been a reason the beam was put there.”
Bennett hadn't even given a second thought to something being inside. His heartbeat quickened and looked to Sebastian for the signal that he's ready. Sebastian nodded, drawing the gun to the door. Bennett swung the door open, giving a clear shot to Sebastian.
"Ewh," Holly revolted while covering her nose. Maggots were crawling on the bodies inside the room which was no bigger than a closet. They'd been there awhile.
"It's hard to tell if they were infected or just in the wrong place at the wrong time," Sebastian leaned his head in to get a better look. "Two people, probably the owners. Shoved into the closet to die a slow painful death."
Bennett couldn't take the smell and heaved in the corner. Wiping his mouth with his dirty stain covered sleeve.
"I think we'd best be leaving now," he said in a hoarse voice and walked out towards the road.
One last look by Sebastian proved that they'd get nothing of use from here. This was only mile one he thought, the day wasn’t starting off well.
Holly had joined Bennett, who was standing still, wide eyed, looking to the other side of the road.
“What’s up?” she asked him. He didn’t say anything. “Hello?” she said, turning to see what he was looking at.
“Shh, I heard something over there,” unslinging his rifle.
Sebastian was coming out empty handed, seeing Bennett holding up his gun. His heartbeat quickened as he scanned the thicket of trees they were facing. He drew his gun as well. A snarl broke the silence. Something moved behind a tree.
Grunting was coming from the left now.
“They know we’re here,” Sebastian whispered. The noises came closer together now. One darted from the trees. Two more from the other side. They were being flanked. “Holly, watch our backs,” he called out, putting a bead on a tall infected woman shuffling towards them.
Crack. His first shot missed, tearing a hole through the bark next to the advancing infected. As he kicked out the spent casing, reloading another, Bennett hit the lone infected man that had been running at them. He connected to its shoulder, slowing it down. Sebastian was mad he missed the first shot, cursing himself at the wasted bullet.
He lined up his second shot, taking more time. She was coming right at him, a few feet away when he fired the second shot. Its head snapped back, sending matter behind her. It dropped to the ground. As he reloaded, Bennett was connecting another round to his target. They could see the last one, missing a leg, hopping from object to object, holding itself up. Sebastian aimed, but a shot rang from Holly’s gun, snapping its neck around, toppling over.
“Nice shot,” Bennett congratulated her.
“Thanks.”
They assessed the situation. Still on heightened alert, listening for any more that might be heading their way. All three infected were down. The headshots finishing them off.
“I think we better start moving. All that noise is going to draw unwanted attention,” Sebastian suggested, shouldering his rifle. They nodded in agreement and started walking. Holly in front, Bennett limping in the middle and Sebastian taking the rear.
Sebastian took a hard look at his companions. They’d volunteered to join. An old man, now injured and a woman just out of college, a girl really. He was beyond grateful, even if he didn’t express it.
The more they walked, the more damage they saw. It was nothing like when they were near town. Much worse. Burned out cars, one even still smoldering. Bodies just lying in the road. Like they just gave up and laid down to die. Some with their heads decapitated or bashed in. They'd been looted and by the looks of some, not that long ago.
They’d been walking for hours after their encounter with infected. Up ahead Sebastian saw what looked to be a road block. Broken cars spanned the road in a nice neat line.
"Woah, we need to be careful," Sebastian cautioned. "If there's anybody there, they probably already know we're here." They spread out, walking with slow careful steps, their eyes scanning the cars for signs of movement.
They got 75 feet from the road block and heard "That's far enough!" coming from the woods to the left.
Sebastian and the others stopped, eyes moving to where the voice called out from.
"Please take your weapons and put them away. We're coming out but if one of you tries anything, I've got guys with a bead on ya."
"We're not looking for trouble," Bennett replied slinging his rifle. Seconds ticked by. A man, of similar age to Bennett stepped out from behind a tree. A boy 12 or 13, Sebastian guessed was right behind him, both armed, aiming right at his chest.
"What's your business in these parts?" the old man said with authority.
"We are heading to the city," Sebastian replied.
"There's nobody and nothin' left. Destroyed, killed or eaten. But you must have known that. If you were trying to locate a loved one, I guarantee they're dead or infected. There's nobody still roaming around except gangs."
"We know. We are going to the city to locate the underground bunker where the corporation that did this to us all is cowering."
"You mean the bunker that doesn't exist," the boy piped up.
"My grandson is right. There isn't a bunker. Heard reports of men trying to look for it and finding no evidence to the contrary."
"There is a bunker," Sebastian reiterated. "I know there is. It's not based on hope. It's based on knowledge. My knowledge."
"Go on," the old man piqued with interest.
"I know there is a bunker on I and 27th. Two entrances, one inside the nondescript building located there and the second, one block away in an alley."
"And how might you know these specific details?" the old man asked lowering his gun slightly.
"I know this because I built it. I design bunkers, including this one. Fallout shelters, wine caves, safe houses. Anything that's underground where people could stay, live in and survive. This specific bunker was built in 1997 for the Humanetics Pharmaceutical Corporation. It can hold two or three dozen people. Have enough food, water and air to last them a year at capacity, maybe two if they ration. If it’s not maxed out, probably almost a decade."
Everyone was silent. Holly looked at Sebastian with confusion. Bennett with understanding.
"I am the designer and primary builder of that bunker. I have been inside. I know every detail about it because I created it. I know there are people down there hiding. Some of them responsible for this hell. If I get there and nobody is inside, then they are most likely dead or fled the country and I can not have my revenge."
The old man stared at Sebastian, trying to look into his soul to see if what he said was true. It was. He’d unknowingly created this hideout for monsters. Designed to keep them safe while the world burned.
The old man must have believed Sebastian and let them through the roadblock to their makeshift compound. The camp had a couple dozen men, women and children. Many had escaped the city, some had lived in the area. Now they formed a protective shell trying to hold onto some form of normalcy. It was its own bustling ant colony with tattered tarps, tents and crude lean-tos. A few buildings too. Those with good eyes and better aim kept watch on the perimeter or went hunting and trapping. Others took care of the day to day things around the camp. An older kid, around nine or ten was turning a spit with three rabbits cooking for a stew. Some women were preparing some wild greens that were foraged by the children and an old woman in a wheelchair was stirring a giant pot.
The ragtag group of three had not had something hot since they'd left almost 12 days ago for fear of attracting attention with a fire. The food smelled amazing. Sebastien, Bennett and Holly were treated as guests. Fresh, clean water to drink and wash up with, a carved log bench to sit on and the best hot meal they'd had in far too long.
Some of the other adults sat around and talked with them. The old man, formally introduced himself as George at their roadblock. He and his wife Marge had lived just down the road, but a gang had burned down their home. He wanted to know about the troubles they'd encountered.
Sebastian told the onlookers their story. Holly and Bennett filled in some of the gaps. "And today, we found you guys. There's still hope in humanity," Sebastian concluded.
"Thank you. We do the best we can in these circumstances," George said. "Marge and the rest of you that helped prepare it, thank you. It was delicious and really our first hot meal since we'd left town. Your hospitality is very much appreciated," Bennett said.
"Yes, thank you so much, it was amazing. We’ve been rationing our random assortment of food, like you guys I’m sure. It’s nice to have a real meal. Makes it feel like home," Holly chimed in.
"I commend you guys for what you're trying to do. Especially since Sebastian has such great intel. I don't know of anyone who wouldn't want a little payback, but we have our own to take care of.”
"Thank you. I never imagined what I did for work would come back around and play an important role,” he said. “Do you have any information you could give us for what lies between here and the city?”
"I can get Winston to tell you what he knows. He has a couple guys with him who go out and scout for any danger heading our way. Looking for food and water sources too. Is there anything supply wise you might need? We have a little stockpile from scavenging that we can spare from."
"Maybe," Sebastian looked to the others.
"A little more ammo and food, but that's asking way too much," answered Bennett and turned to Holly.
“Whatever you guys can safely spare and maybe feminine hygiene?” she asked gingerly, focusing on Marge who just nodded.
"We'll see what we can do,“ George said before pointing behind them. “You guys are probably wanting some shuteye. You can roll out your stuff on that flat spot over there, under the tarp."
"Thank you," Holly said.
"You're most welcome miss. I'll have Winston give you guys a report at first light. Sebastian, Bennett and Holly, It was great to meet you. I will see about your supplies and meet you in the morning. Goodnight.”
"Goodnight," they said.
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Sebastian woke with a start. Not from a nightmare this time. He'd slept through the night within the comfort of camp. He thought maybe sharing his knowledge eased the burden a little and calmed his mind.
It was just before dawn. Hints of the sun were starting to crawl across the horizon casting a pale orange shadow. Leaving camp would be hard. Knowing that there is a good community of people, almost thriving in this unforgiving time. Sebastian longed for normalcy, but knew he would never get that again. Even if they stayed.
Everything he loved was taken from him and deep down inside, the part of his soul that was still left, needed one last push for closure. Not using his knowledge would be a waste. No amount of revenge would bring back the millions of people that were wiped from this earth. It won't bring back Emily. Nor his children, Ethan and Samantha, but he had to try. If that sent him to hell, so be it. He was in a way already there. He'd be able to torment those repressible for all of this carnage.
Though heaven and hell were for those who still believed.
Packed, ready to go, the other two had solemn faces. They too knew how good it was here and how tough it's going to be to leave.
George came up with a wooden crate filled with supplies Sebastian knew they needed as much as them. They sacrificed anyway. Placing the box down with a huff in front of them, “For the rest of your journey."
Peering in, Sebastian saw water, cans of beans and vegetables, jerky from larger animals they hunted and ammunition.
Marge came through for Holly too, tears started rolling down her cheek. Joy, fear and thankfulness rolled into the same emotion. She leapt out and hugged George who was surprised by the embrace. Marge gave each a hug. No other words were said.
None were needed.
The unlikely group left camp, waving as the walked past the barricades, heading towards the rising sun. Loaded down with the new, much needed provisions, Sebastian lead with Bennett in step behind and Holly wiping away the last of her emotional outpouring.
They passed the other road block, two men gave quiet nods. They were back on the open, lonely road. Sixty miles left, four days at most.
Back at camp they watched as three courageous souls with nothing left to lose disappear. A middle aged family man with no family. An old man who'd lived wars that paled in comparison to this and a fresh out of college girl that hadn't given a second thought about joining these men to go one last round.
Fighting all the way down.
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Mike counted the food stores again. There were nineteen people down here. Food was being depleted quickly. Faster than he anticipated. Mike was going to have to start rationing. They're not going to like that. Telling them where to go and what to do after things started taking a turn for the worst. He was their babysitter with limited power. The CEO still had final say.
Mike Schmidt was the handler for Humanetics. Taking care of the CEO, certain scientists, executives and family members. Setup for two dozen people. All they said to him his first day on the job was to use the bunker that his predecessor contracted to be built. Prepare it, modernize it, stock it with more provisions. All the big companies had something like this. Plan B. Who knew it was going to be because of themselves that they’d have to evacuate to the bunker.
He remembered when he got hired like it was just yesterday. He sat at the end of a large burl boardroom table in a thin leather chair. Every executive was there. The CEO looked intently at him. "All you have to do is be able to get all the people on the list into a bunker at a moment's notice,” he’d said. “A few hours at most. With no practice drills. No steps that they need to take or know about. It's your job to handle all the details, logistics and execution to make it happen. From your past experience, this should be a walk in the park for you.”
Mike slowly moved his eyes to every face in the room, making eye contact.
Expressionless, every last one of them. "Two hours is more than enough. Leave everything to me. All I need is that list of who will be allowed into this bunker."
"Done," the CEO didn't hesitate to say. "My secretary has already set up a charge account for you. Spare no expense. The head of security is outside the doors waiting to show you the bunker."
Mike used to be known as "the fixer". He was in the real world now, not the underworld. That didn’t mean he had to play by the rules though. Realizing the meeting was over he buttoned his suit, gave a nod and went into the hallway.
The head of "security" turned out to be a fat man that could only secure a donut in each hand Mike surmised. He wasn't the ex-military 6 foot beast of a man he'd imagine. Late fifties, enthusiastic smile with an unidentifiable food stain on his wrinkled white shirt. A gun in his shoulder holster that was poorly concealed by a suit jacket that was bought a couple sizes too small or he'd grown since the purchase. Probably the latter, Mike thought.
"Hi, you must be Mike! I'm Jerry." the man said while grabbing his hand and shaking it vigorously, like trying to shake off a dog that bit his arm. The contrasts between the people in the boardroom and this guy were vast. Different planets. Didn’t fit the executive images and Mike definitely wanted to know why. It didn't take long to figure it out. Jerry was a non-stop schmoozer.
Knew everything about every buddy. If there was anybody that even breathed the idea of selling company secrets, Jerry knew. Same with whistleblowers, sexual harassment accusers. He was all jolly and annoying on the outside but inside, a cunning man that wanted to get the jump on people, dealing with potentially bad situations the company would rather like to avoid.
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Sebastian dipped the plastic into the stream, filling the emptied bottle they gave them back in town. They’d stopped for a break to eat and get water.
They had found another train bridge to hide under while resting. Enough coverage from the wind that was cutting deeper as the days went on and hidden from anybody looking to cause trouble.
As promised, George had his scout guy give them any information about what they’re going to run into. It wasn't good. There were two or three groups that were scavenging. They shouldn't cause too much trouble the scout had said, just looking for scores.
Wilson had given them the rundown of the conditions close to the city. It was just two large gangs that controlled most of what was left of it. One was well organized, almost military like. They wanted mainly supplies. If you complied, they’d let you go. The other was the ‘Wild Bunch’ as they called them. Warned to avoid at all cost. They would probably take your stuff, kill you and if your female, do unspeakable things. When Holly had heard that, an icy shiver cut through her at the thought of it. Her hand went to the small razor blade tucked into her pants pocket when he told them that. If it came down to it, a quicker way to go before they got to her alive.
"Holly."
"Holly," Sebastian said again.
Snapping out of bad thoughts, Holly looked at him and then at the water that gravity had sent through her filter and into the overflowing bottle.
"Sorry, off in la la land," she said as she reached out to cap it.
Bennett was feeling his leg. He hadn't slowed them down, but Sebastian knew he was keeping a lot of the pain quiet. A man such as he, could hide pain well.
Weakness was for babies he'd heard from Bennett on more than one occasion.
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Mike called the men and women into the small underground room to share the update on food. "I called this meeting to inform you that the portioning of food will begin tomorrow. The food preparer will give all the adults 3/4 serving and the children will still get a full serving."
A few made faces, the CEO didn’t blink. An older executive piped up stating they thought there was enough food for a year or more.
"There is food to last a year for all of you. If the portions are controlled. These first few weeks of restriction free eating has caused a noticeable dent in the stores. I am starting now and portion control is in effect. If we have to be underground for a year, no matter how improbable you think it is, It's my job to make sure you have food to eat a month from now, six months, more than a year if need be. "Shouldn't we put it to a vote or something?" Another suggested.
"No," Mike stated sternly.
"It is my job to handle things. That is what I'm paid to do. If you'd like to leave and forage for food out in the city, you can. We have a quarantine section that you can
stay in."
It was true, Mike wasn’t lying. If it was needed, a sectioned off part of the bunker with an exit to an alley in the city was designed to be a quarantine zone. With that, they became silent.
The CEO who hadn't said a word, “Anything else?” before standing up and leaving.
The scientists were back in their lab, working on new projects, trying to fix old ones and
two who had been partly responsible for this terrible situation were desperately trying to find a cure/antidote/vaccine to ward of the madness they themselves created.
As the first infected were reported outside Humanetics, Mike didn't know it came from the company he worked for, but knew it was bad news. He waited a few hours before one text message went out to his people. Each one of them had a specific task. They were payed well to execute, practicing their timing until it was perfect.
And it was perfect. Even from a couple states over, the people were taken to private jets, helicopters, armored cars and whisked to the bunker. None of them had any idea what was going on or where they were going. People that know more
than they should, talk. And Mike didn't want people to talk. Even his guys didn't know the whole plan.
In one hour and fifty-six minutes, Mike had all the high level employees and a few family members in the lobby standing next to the bunker entrance. Nineteen people. 8 men, 7 women and 4 kids. Some were hundreds of miles away in school less than two hours ago. That was a big part of Mike's job. A lot of little things executed perfectly, synchronized with speed and skill. The lobby was deserted when they opened the first secret door. "Welcome to your new home," Mike said as they started to slowly walk in.
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Sebastian, Holly and Bennett had no run-ins since leaving the little makeshift village two days ago. They were all relieved, but knew this wasn't going to last forever. Walking in a staggered line they stayed silent. There was nothing left to say. Sebastian already made sure of the general plan as they got closer to the city. He told them that they'd go straight to the alley entrance and check it out. Keeping detailed notes was one of Sebastian's strong suits when working on projects. But that had been several years ago and he hoped that any upgrades someone else did were minor. If they didn't change the secondary lock box they'd be able to get in and not set off the alarm. If they had...
Lost in these thoughts, they passed burned out cars and demolished buildings without giving but a sideways glance. It had all been seen before. They didn't even try and search for supplies knowing that it had been picked through many times.
The city was in full view now. On the horizon, little more than a spec. At least the buildings that still stood. Some of the buildings had been burned and pillaged, others seemed like they’d been bombed. Though Sebastian didn't know who or why. The chaos in the city must have been enormous. Once people figured out what was happening, everyone just started killing each other, infected or not, trying to survive. Looting stores and rampaging. When an end of the world scenario happens, people reset to their animalistic wildness and nothing makes sense.
It was getting darker more quickly now. Holly suggested they set up camp just before a building a half mile ahead. Bennett agreed, shaking pain away in this foot. Though it wasn’t getting any better. Sebastian took the first watch. With the absence of city lights, the stars were as bright as when they were surrounded by fields of wheat and rye. Such a big place.
If there were aliens, he wondered what they think of us? They look through their advanced telescopes and just see us fighting each other. Year after year for some reason or another. Maybe they see that and just shake their heads and decide there was no intelligent life.
His watch alarm snapped him out of his thoughts on aliens and the universe. Moving over to nudge Holly awake, Sebastian gave a big stretch. Holly was quickly up and alert, sending him to get some rest while she took over the watch.
As soon as Sebastian put his head down, he was out. Sleep came much better over the last week as it was going to be over soon.
Morning came with no fanfare. Holly had passed the torch to Bennett and their time uneventful. The three packed up, ate some beans and started walking again.
Two days until they were in the heart of the city. Or whatever was left.
It was mid morning when they heard vehicles. It sounded like they were coming up fast. Sebastian yelled to take cover and pointed to the closest building. It was too late though, he could see the lead car, which meant they could too. Holly was already to the building by then, but Bennett wasn't quick enough hobbling on his bad leg. He stopped, yelling for Holly to hide.
Three cars pulled up forming a half circle around Sebastian and Bennett. A station wagon, pickup truck and sedan. All were in various states. Dents, bullet holes, rust, missing lights and windows. They all could have come straight from a salvage yard by their looks.
Two men in the bed of the truck, armed with machine guns, jumped out putting a bead on both of them. Sebastian prayed that they hadn't seen Holly.
"What are you boys doing this close to the city?" the bigger of the two called out.
"We're making our way to Humanetics to get some payback," Sebastian replied.
The man who spoke, looked them up and down. He must be the leader. Six feet tall and less savage looking than the other man and the four that were getting out of their cars.
"Is that so? Well that's our city. If you want to go and get your little "payback", it's going to cost you. Both of you. Oh, and just to let you in on a little secret, there's nobody left in the city. Except us of course. Infected, not infected alike are all dead, gone or beheaded."
They two men didn’t say anything, keeping their eyes on them.
"But if you really want to go explore a ghost town, you have my permission," he said as his men nodded.
"Thank you, but what is the cost?" Sebastian spoke.
"Everything but the clothes on your back. We're not monsters. I know you think we are, but times are tough. We need to eat and have protection from the real monsters."
A few of the men laughed and howled.
They knew not to argue. Too many to try and fight or outrun. Bennett was in no shape to do that and Holly was still hidden.
"Could we keep one gun?" Bennett foolishly asked. "You know, for the real monsters," he emphasized.
"Heh, heh, heh. Good one old man,” the man said, aiming his overly large handgun at him. “But no, it's everything you got or we can just put you down right now.
Though I'm feeling really generous today for some reason."
Reluctantly they pulled off their packs and threw them at the scavengers feet. A guy with a shouldered gun and weasel demeanor picked one up and started looking through it.
"Got some food, water and ammo. Just what a man needs. Except a woman or alcohol though," he smirked.
"Got any of those?" the leader asked.
"No" Sebastian answered.
"That's a shame. If you had one, we'd let you keep your packs, maybe even a gun. This will have to do," the leader shrugged.
"Don't cause any trouble, we'll see you boys around," the weasel said as they got back into their vehicles.
As they left, Sebastian and Bennett could only stare as they drove away from the city. It was a good few minutes until they couldn't hear anything and Holly came from her hiding spot with a look of relief.
"Think they'll be back?" Holly asked.
"Probably," Sebastian said while the three of them looked back knowing there was nothing they could do.
"We were lucky this time. If they saw you...,” Bennett trailed off.
“We can not run into them again. We need to stick to the shadows and be more careful," Sebastian said. “We got complacent”
Thankful that no harm came to them they now only had Holly's rifle, her two cans of beans, veggies and some crackers. Sebastian knew they had to find more food and blankets at the very least. Nights were getting too cold not to. A day and a half to the bunker. Just let us get there. Please, it's all I have left.
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Mike was checking the cameras when one of his security people knocked on the glass door. Pressing the button under the desk with a loud buzz, unlocked the door.
"Hey Joe"
"Mike," Joe replied with a nod. It was time for the midday report.
"It's smooth sailing. Nothing changed since yesterday," Joe said while handing him a filled out clipboard. He had to check doors, making sure they were locked and other systems were functional. Easy, boring, necessary.
Mike was tapping a fuzzy monitor like it would fix the problem. "Just radio me for anything," he said as Joe left.
"Got it"
Mike knew Joe was bored out of his mind. Everyone down here was getting a little stir crazy. Though he was very serious about security, there had been no activity. Nothing going wrong except for a little power flux every once in awhile. But he paid his two security guys very well. They lived good lives before the bunker and will after the bunker, if they ever left. A bookshelf and it's accompanying books were one of the few forms of entertainment that all the residents could enjoy. A couple decks of cards, a board game with missing pieces and books. No tv to watch movies, not even a weight room. He thought about upgrading, but decided it wasn’t necessary. No devices either. They all added up in power requirements that he didn’t want to afford.
This bunker was good for a few things. Provide housing, food, water and air to two dozen people for a year, sealed off from the outside. And a mostly full functioning lab to continue work developing viruses, vaccines and cures.
Some were not happy with the accommodations.
Get them here, get the bunker ready and waiting. That's all he had to do before. Now just babysit until it's clear to leave. That power he didn't fully have. The CEO was in control of that. He had final say on opening up the doors and leaving.
Everyone knew not to ask when. They hunkered down working in the lab trying to find a solution for something that they created in the first place.
It gave him a chill down his spine every time he thought about the drug that was supposed to save humanity. He'd seen the mad, infected people running through the city tearing open others, before moving to their next victim. Some of the flawed drug was in one section of the lab with as many protections and safeguards as possible. If one of the scientists were to become infected, the bunker wouldn’t be safe until they were moved to quarantine or disposed of.
He and his two security men, Steve and Joe were armed with pistols. If the time came to use them, they’d be ready. He hoped it would never come to that.
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Sebastian woke by the sound of an inhuman scream followed by another in reply. Infected.
They'd not had any encounters with them since the gas station, which seemed so long ago. Bennett was already aiming the only gun the group had in the direction of the sounds. Holly was just waking up.
Gripping one of the sharp poles they had fashioned after losing their guns, Sebastian planted his feet next to Bennett. His eyes adjusting far too slowly in the darkness. No flashlights. Just the sliver of moon was tucked behind clouds. The screams and movement came closer. Two or Three, Sebastian guessed. They knew we were here by our smell.
"Holly go to Bennett's other side," Sebastian whispered. "Form a line."
The Three stood, ready for the attack, their back protected by a building. Once the infected got a better scent of them, they'd start running towards them. The first one broke through the bushes. A large silhouette of an infected man spotted them and began running. Thankful that his run was just above a quick walk, they braced for contact.
Bennett took aim, right at the head. CRACK. He fired once and the big man dropped to the ground instantly. The ground seemed to shake slightly as he crashed and rolled, stopping a foot away from them.
Sebastian looked at the dead man briefly when the other two infected came at them. Flanked on both sides of them. The fat man was a distraction he thought while turning to a new threat, Holly doing the same on her side.
This infected one was much quicker. Sebastian only had time to jab it backwards with the pole. Screaming, it started flailing its arms, advancing again. This time, Sebastian aimed the sharpened point diagonally up. He gave a thrust, connecting with its throat. The pole went up and into the brain of this creature that was once human. It stopped screaming and moving, turning into dead weight on the pole.
Sebastian flipped it, not wanting anything to touch him. Quickly he turned to his right where he saw the other one with the pole sticking out from its head. Holly was just finishing twisting it downwards before yanking it out.
They were silent, holding their breath, straining to hear if more infected were close by. Everything had only taken moments.
"We need to move," Sebastian finally whispered between breaths. "If there are more around, they're probably heading this way."
They packed hastily. With their eyes having had the chance to adjust, walking would be easier and they needed to get as far away from the bodies as possible.
Nobody said anything for awhile. Adrenaline kept their pace high. This was a fairly common encounter, as each of them had dealt with infected multiple times. It was much worse in the beginning, having to deal with them many times a day. Often in larger groups.
Morning came and went, turning into late afternoon. They were tired, hungry from the scuffle and moving closer to the heart of the city. Cars were abandoned everywhere. It was almost difficult for them to navigate. The buildings looked like they belonged in a war zone one saw on the news. They searched some of the cars while picking their way through the rubble. Some had decomposing bodies, others just blood stains.
One search yielded a package of cheese crackers in a bloody back seat. Like those a mother would pack for their child's school lunch. They were so hungry they divided it right then and there. A few crackers each never tasted so good.
Sebastian for the last couple hours could only think about the attack during the night and the rumbling of his stomach. He knew the bunker had ample supplies with a possibility of an emergency pack near the back entrance.
Similar to computer programmers with their easter eggs or backdoors, Sebastian had always designed bunkers with a backup plan. A couple different ways he could get in if he got locked out or the client got locked out. As long as someone hadn’t changed it after the fact.
He hoped that the quarantine area wasn't being used to actually quarantine. That would make getting inside a problem. He assumed they would only check it every once in awhile when not occupied.
Continuing to briefly search cars as they walked, Bennett and Holly were silent. I wonder if they knew what they were really getting into? They all had nothing and no-one to go back to. Die there or die here. Not much difference except here they have a chance for revenge.
The buildings started getting taller, but the devastation didn't care. The only people who were partially immune were holed up in a bunker, unknowingly about to pay for their miracle drug. Sebastian didn't think they'd take it too well. But that's the point. No more sheltering from the apocalypse they started.
Tonight Sebastian was going to share his plan. They knew he worked on the bunker, but didn't ask how they'd get in. Every detail he had been thinking about for the last couple weeks was going to be shared. He wanted fresh ears to hear his plan and find holes, have objections or suggestions. This was going to work. One way or another.
Camp tonight consisted of a half collapsed building. Sheltered from the wind, passing eyes and minimal bodies nearby. A common site now. Bodies of people infected, not infected, decapitated, smashed, crushed, chopped or just laid down to rest, never to get up again. Thankful that many hordes of infected left the city the first week, meant that they were not a big deal. Even thankful for the gangs still roaming. Rumors of hunting parties and traps to lure infected to their more permanent death. One good thing about the gangs.
After they'd settled in, Sebastian laid out his plan and the backdoor he was going to use to get in. Bennett and Holly listened intently, soaking in the information.
Sebastian’s plan was solid. Bennett knew he'd spent a lot of time running different scenarios through his mind before settling on this one. If they hadn't modified anything at the bunker, they thought it had a good chance of working. Morning came with an overcast chill. Doesn't bode well for the rest of the day, Sebastian thought. All that was needed was a little fog, some infected and they’d be in your typical zombie flick.
Packed for the second to last time. Hopefully reaching the bunker entrance and entering the next day.
Holly had a knot of butterflies in her stomach thinking about what they were doing. It was like a bad dream. She hadn't really thought about after. If she survived this, what would she do, where would she go? Going back to live and work at George's camp would be nice. If they were still there. She pushed that from her mind. One crazy thing at a time.
They set out on their slow walk towards the bunker. The city had definitely been hit hard. Imagining what it was like for his wife, panic of not knowing what was going on, Sebastian went back to that dark time. With millions of people in very close quarters, it was impossible not to spread quickly. He closed his eyes trying to remove the image of his wife and her turned state all caught on a news update. It only made it clearer.
Blinking, fighting back tears, Sebastian set his jaw and picked his head up a little higher. They still only had one rifle and the spiked poles. He knew they’re probably packing in the bunker. Just inside the wall of the alley entrance into quarantine, there was a secret wall cubby that had a pistol and a backpack with a couple days of food and water. That was the first thing he'd go to if they can get inside. He hoped it would be there.
All three were on their last crumbs of food and sips of water. By early afternoon it would be gone. Finding anything now, was close to zero. Spending more time hunting for hidden food treasures consumed valuable time. Getting to the bunker as fast as possible was their only goal today.
Humanetics was in the middle of the city, and they had just gotten a couple blocks in. Dozens of blocks to go with untold dangers on every corner. They stayed silent as they weaved through cars, rubble and bodies. Listening for anything or anyone that could cause trouble. So far just a cold wind and occasional piece of plastic flapping violently trying to leave the city. Paper too, tumbling down the street without a care in the world. Dark ominous skies were above them. The rumbling of a motorcycle could be heard. With noise bouncing everywhere, Sebastian couldn't pinpoint which way it was coming from. Holly took cover behind one of the cars someone abandoned onto the sidewalk to their left. Bennett followed her. There was room for two, but not for a third.
Sebastian frantically looked around for another spot. The engine sounds grew louder and some light was starting to bounce from the left a couple blocks up. He turned back around and spotted a hole in the rubble from one of the nearby buildings. Running he slid down into the opening tearing his pants on some rebar that stuck out, right in his path.
Two motorcycles turned on the street they were hiding on. Going slow, like they were looking for something.
Patrols. Sebastian could only see the wheels. Holly and Bennett's good hiding spot might be turning into a not so good one if they turned the street. Bennett was carrying the gun if he needed to use it. The engines were really loud now, crumbling buildings amplifying the sound. They just crossed the intersection and stopped, almost parallel with Holly and Bennett. Engines quieted to an idle. Sebastian realized he was holding his breath. Gently he let it out.
Someone was laughing. One of the bikers got off his bike and kicked the stand. Leaving it running, the man walked toward Sebastian's spot.
Did he see him? Sebastian froze, holding his breath again and waited. The guy stopped two feet away, feet pointed right at him. The only sound he heard were the engines. A few seconds later a trickle started to flow towards him. He's taking a piss. Fearing they'd see him move, he had no choice but to let it take its course.
Which was going right at him. When he was done relieving himself, the guy turned around went back to his bike, revving it up. The headlights of the bikes spewed weird shadows over the area. The riders took a right and opened up, rattling away from the group.
Sebastian sat there for a good minute until he couldn't hear them anymore. With his pants ripped and wet he started crawling out. Standing up he looked at the piss and the tear. He had a good 8 inch scratch from the rebar. A little bit of blood but only on the surface. He was thankful it hadn't punctured. That's just what they'd need, Sebastian to get seriously injured. That would have probably stopped this little adventure dead.
Holly asked what happened as they came from behind the car. "The guy pissed on me and some rebar tried to rip my leg off when I slid into the hole," pointing to his pants.
"I didn't know what they were doing. I was sure they were going to spot us," Bennett sighed.
"Yeah, I'm glad they didn't," Holly patted his back.
"Let's go. We have 2 hours before it gets too dark. I say we get a block away from the entrance and set camp. There shouldn't be problems"
"You don't think they'll have guards or something?" Holly questioned.
"No, because it's supposed to be secret. Very few people knew about it and guards would just draw unwanted attention," Sebastian said. “Though there might be a few armed inside.”
"I'm ready," Bennett replied, shouldering the rifle. Holly nodded, slinging her backpack on. The three continued to the heart. Just hours away from destiny.
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Mike oversaw the preparation of lunch. Rehydrated rice, chicken and orange drink. Oriental flavoring was added to the pot with the unseasoned freeze dried food.
They had cases of #10 cans with beans, meat and TVP. Also 5 gallon buckets of dried goods. All the stuff that could be stored for years and only needed some water to make it somewhat palatable.
The "chef" was a rotation of Mike and his security guys. It was the only way they could guarantee the food to last. Like clockwork, the scientists would stop work executives would stop discussing their next steps and the few family members entered the only room where everyone could fit. Each grabbed a bowl and were served a spoonful of the chicken & rice mixture. One glass of water and a spoonful of orange powder if they wanted. It tasted like tang and cough syrup, but had useful vitamins. Most drank it.
It definitely wasn't the life of luxury they were used to. Mike noticed that in the first few days. But when you're hungry enough, no matter who you were, you'd eat anything. Some of them that had chefs in their previous life complained, asking why they didn't have real food. Or a freezer full of frozen meat and vegetables. Surely he could have figured out a way to do that, money wasn't an issue they said.
Mike had explained to them many times. That amount of power needed to store a year’s worth of food in a freezer would draw attention. You'd need a huge array of solar panels or generators and enough fuel to keep them running. Doable, sure he told them, but impractical. He was tasked to keep them alive and fed, not to wait on them in white gloves and serve roasted duck by candlelight. The CEO never complained. He knew what it would be like. Once the serving was done, the large pot was empty. They would make exactly enough for each person to have 3/4 serving. No more no less. The pantry rooms were locked and Mike had the only key. Nobody could sneak a midnight snack.
They'd already fell behind because he didn't ration the first week. That put a dent in the stores. He scolded himself for making that mistake, but they were less than the maximum capacity and had a little more wiggle room for food.
The food and water supply were not the only things locked up. A couple pistols for defense, a radio and some antidotes for various things. Though not for the latest one that forced them into the bunker in the first place. That’s what they were working on everyday, he assumed.
He felt they were set to ride this thing out. Nobody knew they were there, they had enough food and there really wasn't much that could go wrong. The filtration system had multiple redundancies and low power consumption was used everywhere, but the lab.
That was the trickiest part for Mike, upgrading to power the recent lab updates, his only real modification. A lot of the equipment was power hungry. It needed to last a year. He decided to go with a large battery system. It was designed to be silent, hands off and enough power for probably 2 years. That's what the manufacturer had said. It cost tens of millions just for the battery system. He also had to create a space for it, digging out more of area surrounding the bunker, also paying off the right people to keep it off the records. Nearly tripled his price. Mike presented the idea to the CEO and he didn’t even have a reaction to the estimated price of implementing it. When your companies profits are in the hundreds of billions, you can spare millions for your protection. He was actually working on a better version of the bunker before all hell broke loose.




18

 
Sebastian, Bennett and Holly had no other encounters before they reached their destination. Two blocks from Humanetics Bunker, they stopped at a coffee shop that looked like a good place to stop. They made camp behind the counter. A place that used to sell $5 cups of coffee was now barren. Anything edible or even remotely useful had been taken. It kept them out of sight and out of the wind though. Bennett insisted he take the first watch. After some protest, Sebastian caved. He wasn't going to sleep. Too much was running through his mind. He didn't think any of them would. They all sat there, looking through a display case that once held all types of goodies. Pastries, scones, muffins almost as big as your head. This coffee shop will probably never open again. The city might never be revived.
His distorted view through the display glass made Sebastian’s eyes hurt, thinking about the camera that was hidden just above the bunker door. He didn’t know if they’d run into trouble because Infected were drawn to electricity. Like insects to a bug zapper. They just couldn't help it. It was dawn when Sebastian woke. He must have fallen asleep looking at the alley because that's the last thing he remembered. Bennett was sleeping, so was Holly, which meant for a period of time, nobody kept watch. They'd all needed to sleep. I guess that's a good thing. It’s probably the last sleep we'll ever get.
He looked at both of them and smiled. Grateful that they had gone with him on this one way journey, but couldn't help but think that just a few weeks ago, Bennett was probably playing cribbage with fellow retirees and Holly was contemplating grad school to put off the "real world" just a little bit longer.
And what about me. I'd be playing catch in the park with my family thinking life was great. He was wrapping up designs for his own bunker and had started looking for the right piece of land to put it on. Had he done it sooner, things might have turned out better. All that is gone. My family, gone. Bennett's, gone. Holly's, gone. We all had nothing else to live for. It was either go try this or lay down and die like the many they passed to get here. It was time. He woke both of them and started finishing the last crumbs of food before they made their way to the alley.
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Mike just finished the morning CCTV scan. All was quiet on the home front. Just like it had been for the last two weeks. The first couple days, inside the bunker the two outside cameras picked up a lot of activity. Now, nothing but the occasional biker. There was nothing left in the city and no point in sticking around when there were greener pastures down the road. He grabbed his mug and took a sip of his coffee ration. Not even close to tasting good, but in situations like this, even bad coffee is ok. It grows on you.
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They reached the end of the alley. Nothing looked different to Sebastian. Recalling the old project yet again, from when he had completed this entrance. The graffiti that he commissioned was still there but with many more layers added by other "artists".
"There's no audio being captured, but the camera is right there," he said pointing to the giant eye sprayed onto the brick.
"If that's the door, how are you going to open it without being seen?" Holly Asked.
"The outside control panel is under that pile of trash.” he pointed a jumble of pallets and debris. “I'm going to dash along the side and get under the trash to the panel and open it up from there. Just keep an eye out.”
They watched as Sebastian jumped towards the pallets, getting on his stomach and starting to crawl towards the panel. He slowly got underneath the trash. Trying not to disturb it. Sebastian was under the rank trash bags searching for the control panel. Feeling his way around until finally finding the lip. Following the edge with his fingers until he got to the keyhole.
If they didn't change this lock, they'd be in business. He fished out his small ring of keys. Four keys, all for the bunker. 
After every project was finished he kept a master set just in case. Flicking through them he found one he thought was it.
Pushing the key in, he gave it a twist. It didn't budge. He took it out and put it back, jiggling it. It still didn't turn.
His heart quickened. Maybe they did change the locks. Did I bring the right ones? He flicked through the keys again, choosing a different one. Sebastian put the key in and twisted. The lock gave and turned with a grateful click.
His position was starting to get uncomfortable but he couldn't adjust for fear of the bags falling. He took the key out and placed the ring back in his pocket. Pushing on the panel it moved a little. Pushing again and it moved halfway open. He could get his hand in now and shoved it open the rest of the way. It looked the same. Just a pay phone keypad and no display. It was designed only to link to this door and camera. It didn't connect to the rest in the CCTV room and he hoped they hadn’t modified it to do so.
The keypad, when in debug mode could do some useful things. Disable or enable the power and unlock or lock the door. He keyed the six digits to enable it to get inside. Now that things were looking up, Sebastian moved back to where Bennett and Holly had been looking on.
"Sooo?" Holly asked impatiently.
"We're good to go. It looks like they haven't touched it"
"Good. Now what?" Bennett nodded, rubbing his hands together.
"I'll need one of you to turn the camera off, then back on after I go inside. Also to turn it off again five minutes later so I can get out. Then you'll have to switch the camera on again. If they're watching and notice it going on and off, they might send someone over to quarantine to check it out. Once I'm inside, and hopefully nobody is using the quarantine, I'll grab whatever I can and get back out. Just want to get an idea of any potential changes."
"Won't there be lights on?"
"If there's nobody there, no. They won't want to waste power."
"How will you see?"
"There should be an emergency kit right by the door with a flashlight."
"I'll do the cameras for you," Holly added.
"After you enter the code, you'll hear a beep letting you know it worked. Let me know and I'll go up to the door, unlock it with the key and go inside. Once it's closed, turn the camera back on with the same code. In 5 minutes exactly, turn the camera off. If all goes well, I should be out and when I clear the camera, turn it back on."
"And if you don't come back in time, turn the camera on anyway?"
"Yes. Are you ready?"
Holly gave Sebastian a hug and Bennett shook his hand for good luck. This was it. Holly got on her belly and crawled under the trash pile. Sebastian took out the key ring and picked the biggest key waiting for her to give him the signal. Holly was in position, turned back to get the go ahead. Sebastian nodded. She entered 6 numbers and the pound sign. An accepting beep replied. The camera was off.
She gave them the thumbs up and Sebastian moved forward tapping his watch. The time was 6:53 AM.
Sebastian went straight up to the door and inserted the key. The lock turned and he gave a push. The seal around the door gave a little slurp. Pushing harder the heavy door opened silently. He took the key out and pushed the door closed behind him, locking automatically. Outside Holly hit the same 6 numbers turning the camera back on with an accepting beep.
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Mike was in the security office, reading one of the classics that was kept in the bunker to pass the time. Out of the corner of his eye something on the bank of monitors flickered. One of them was down. He tapped on the screen, but got no response. He reached around to jiggle the cable and when he checked the screen again, it was back on. Hmm, he thought to himself. He looked at the screen, supposedly showing the dark quarantine room, but saw nothing. He radioed Steve.
"You had any trouble with the monitors?"
"Hmm. What kind of trouble?"
"Screen flicker."
"Oh, that. The cables get loose sometimes or whatever. I just push them around every so often and that seems to fix them for a bit."
"OK. Can you go check quarantine out? Turn the light on so I can see it on the monitor."
"Copy that."
"Thanks."
Mike never wanted to assume anything. He was 99.9% sure it was just a loose cable. But for that .1%, he felt it should always be checked out. That's best practice. Besides what else did they have to do?
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Sebastian was inside the first compartment already inserting the key into the second door. This one was less heavy duty and gave a slight squeak as he pushed. The quarantine room was dark, like he expected and empty like he'd hoped. He quickly went to the wall panel to his right to access the supply compartment and started feeling for the little notch. He found it and stuck his index finger in to get a good grip. Pulling on it made it move a little. Using his free hand, he got a finger in under the edge that was starting to protrude. A little further and the 4x4 panel was out of the confines of the frame. Sebastian almost dropped it, forgetting how heavy it was, before he placed it down gently.
He checked his watch. Two minutes had already passed. Quickly he grabbed the flashlight from the holder and backpack. He clicked the light on quickly to see if there was anything left in the compartment, but found it empty. Slipping the pack over one shoulder he swept the quarantine room without the light at first as there was still a camera. Nothing lying out in the open. Checking his watch again, he grabbed the panel to lift back into place. He banged on the edges to make sure it was snug as he heard the electronic door being deactivated from the opposite side of the room. Someone was coming and Holly wasn't going to turn off the camera for another two minutes.
He got to the back door when he heard the second door opening. Quickly he opened and closed the first door. The main lights popped on and some spilled into the transition room he was hiding in through the tiny window. He checked his watch, forty-five seconds. Sebastian couldn't hear over the sound of his rapidly beating heart. Whoever that was, if they looked in the window, he'd be done for.
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Steve was in the mess hall when he got the radio call from Mike. The quarantine area was at the opposite end of the bunker and he was still drinking his coffee and talking to Elizabeth. She was plucked from an ivy league college when the call was sent out to bring everyone in. She was the daughter of one of the executive members. She was talking about some boring class at school, but it didn't matter.
She was pretty and he had nothing better to do.
He gave her another minute before the silent nagging that Mike instilled into him, forcing to check it out.
"Sorry, I've gotta go check the back for Mike" he said interrupting her and downing the rest of his coffee.
"OK, you know where to find me" she said playfully.
Grumbling, Steve went over to the mug rack and dropped off his empty cup. This job was a cakewalk. Though watching paint dry would be a little more fun. It could be worse. I could be lying dead in a ditch with a chunk of flesh missing. At least he had Elizabeth to hang out with. Instead of going to college he went into security. Paid well, but was boring most of the time. The people he provided security for were not famous enough to have people go after them, but had enough money to make it seem like they were important.
He turned the corner to the long hallway of storage rooms filled with pallets of freeze dried food, barrels of drinking water and other rooms.
Out of habit he checked each one to make sure they were locked as he moved down the hall to the quarantine area. Taking out his keys, found the one with Q marked on it. Twisting the key in the lock, he heard the satisfying click. Groping for the light he flicked it on and closed the door. Putting the key in the opposite side, locked himself in.
The security measure in place forced him to lock the door before it allowed him to open the next door. Annoying. It was the quarantine room though. Wouldn't do much good if people could willy nilly enter and exit. The next door used the same key and added a keypad to enter or exit. Turning the key and entering the 6 digit number.
Pushing the door open he again groped the wall for the light switch. Finding it, flipped it on and the lights started to wake from their flickering slumber. He scanned the room, everything looked fine. Not that he was expecting anything.
Leaving the key in the lock and the door open he walked the room. There wasn't any smoke or noises. He got to the first back door and it looked sound. Reaching for his radio he turned and went back to the open door.
"I don't see, hear or smell anything. Copy."
"Roger that, I see you on the monitor. Everything in order it looks like. Maybe the cold weather is starting to affect the electronics on the outside."
"Maybe. You want me to check anything else?"
"Nah, just finish making the rounds. We'll have to keep an eye on the cameras.
Though I don't know what we'd be able to do about it if it goes down permanently."
"Copy that," He turned off the light. Closing the door, turning the key and punching the keypad inside the transition area. As he walked past the storage rooms, Steve started humming. Mike didn't allow music, so he had to make his own entertainment.




24

 
The seconds ticked by as the quarantine lights were still on. 10 seconds until Holly turns off the camera. 0 seconds. The camera should be off again Sebastian told himself. But he waited. 10 seconds past. 20. 10 more seconds and I'll unlock the door and get out. The lights went out. 30 seconds past 5 minutes he stood up, jammed the key in and turned. Swung the door open and stepped outside. Closing it as quick as he could, Sebastian's grip on the key was tight. Click. He moved back to where Bennett was standing nodding to Holly to turn it back on. Getting his breathing under control as Holly moved back towards them.
"Those extra 30 seconds lasted forever. Someone was inside and I had to wait in the transition room," Sebastian reported.
"So they keep a close eye on the camera then," Bennett pointed out.
"Seems that way. The lights were off and once I had the flashlight, I only turned it on in short bursts. If they saw that, we're toast. But again, there wasn't any indication whoever was in there was searching for anything specific."
“I turned the camera off right at five minutes. But you didn’t come out, I had to wait to turn it back on until you came back,” Holly said.
They made their way back to camp taking a look at the contents. Sebastian dropped the pack. In the left side pouch they found a loaded revolver and holster with 12 more rounds in a boxed tray. Right pouch had a military folding shovel.
Only one smaller zipper which held a basic med kit. That only left the big main compartment. Digging through the contents revealed 3 days worth of MREs and water pouches for one person. A tarp, emergency blanket, poncho and what surprised them all, a round grenade like object.
Closer inspection, they saw it was a flash grenade. An odd thing to add to a pack, but it might be useful. The food was probably the most exciting thing and they’d decided to split one of the MRE’s right away.
"What's our next move," Holly asked, looking at the contents of the meal they’d opened. The kit came with a whole bunch of things. Her favorite was the tiny bottle of tabasco.
"Since the keys I have seem to still work, We need to hit the store rooms. Lure them out. Either grabbing or sabotaging them," Sebastian said as he poured a little bit of water into the heat pack to warm their beef stroganoff .
"That will be tough because of the cameras, right?" Bennett asked.
He nodded, "I can't disable them from anywhere but the control room. But there should be only three cameras we have to deal with. One here," Sebastian pointed to a rock that represented the door at the alley. "Here at the end of the hallway," pointing to the stick. “And the quarantine room.” They grew silent, thinking of options.
"Is there a door separating the hallway from the rest of the bunker?" Bennett asked, dividing up the crackers and cheese spread.
"Yes, it's actually a spiral staircase going down to the main part of the bunker."
"Why would you put a staircase in a bunker?" Holly wondered.
"It wasn't my first choice but it had to be built with existing buildings in place and no noticeable modifications. We actually built it without approval from the city. Nobody knows it's here but those inside and those that built it. Who by the way got paid very well to keep quiet."
"And you were OK with that?" Holly miffed.
"At the time, yes because it was my job to create things people wouldn’t know about or give a second glance. But then this happened," he spread his hands.
"For a bit I felt bad about building it, knowing they were probably in there. If I didn’t make it somebody else would have. And they still would have created this hell and hid in a bunker.”
"We could rush it, bash the cameras while you open a store room or rooms and take/destroy as much as possible and head back out." Holly suggested, watching the chemical reaction heat up their meal.
"Hmm, smash and grab would work. I don’t want to just take their food, I want blood," Sebastian said. “We need a truck.”
“Mmmhh,” Bennett acknowledged. “How likely do you think we’ll find a working truck near us in a few hours?”
“Not very, but if we’re going to take the food, carrying it on our backs is not going to work.”
“I saw a Uhaul truck earlier today,” Holly piped up, stretching out on her now tattered and dirty blanket.
Both men looked at her to continue.
“Yeah, it was down one of the side streets. I think around the time we ran into those bikers.”
“You sure,” Sebastian prodded.
“Yup. It had a picture of the Mississippi swamps on the side.”
“Well I guess I can check it out soon. You two can stay here and keep an eye out.”
Neither protested. They knew they’d need a truck if they wanted that food to bring back to George and his people. After splitting the hot meal, Sebastian grabbed his water and disappeared around the corner.
“Do you think he’ll be back with it?” she asked.
“He’s not called Sebastian the Determined for nothing,” Bennett smiled. Holly nodded. They couldn’t rest while Sebastian was out there alone and there wasn’t much to say. Both were lost in their own thoughts after a few hours when they heard an engine rumbling closer.
“Get down,” Bennett hissed as they moved into better hiding spots. It was definitely coming their way. They hoped it was Sebastian and not trouble. The truck stopped right at the corner, it’s engine idling rough and diesel soot coming from the tailpipe. Mississippi swamps depicted on the side. Sebastian got out, covered in grime, a giant grin on his face. “I probably just alerted everything around us that’s still moving, but we got ourselves a truck.”
Holly gave a fist pump into the air and Bennett nodded.
“It took some fiddling and parts from nearby vehicles, but I MacGyvered it pretty good.”
“See told ya it was there,” Holly grasped his shoulder as he joined them on the ground.
"OK, back to that staircase," Bennett said, getting them focused.
"Could we jam something in the door?" Holly said.
"A metal bar wedged in the handle might stop them for awhile. The door opens towards the stairs. That would give us enough time to clear some of the storerooms."
"And then what, go in guns blazing?" She said.
"That's what we're here for."
"Yeah, I know. It's just that now, after we've come all this way, we're finally here. I don't know. I just think it's a brutal way of doing it."
“I came here for revenge. Period. That’s all I have left to live for."
“Let’s stop being chicken shits and do what we came here to do,” Bennett offered. They looked at him as he continued. “We’ve all been hurt, we’ve got nothing to lose, so let’s go out with a bang.”
“That’s what I imagined I would do, because I figure it would just be me.”
“But it’s us now,” Bennett replied softly.
“Let’s do it. Guns blazing,” Holly agreed.
Night was upon them as they were partaking in a second MRE. It was quickly passed around.
“I’ll need to override the doors so both can be opened at the same time.”
“Think you can you do that?” Bennett wondered, before eating the last cracker. “I think so. Just need to remember which panel it’s behind.”
“If you can’t get them both open, we’re screwed,” Holly reminded them.
“I know. We’d still be able to make a few trips before we’d have to bail and destroy the rest.”
If their plan worked, they'd be hauling a lot of food and water out in the morning. Over some hot tea from the kits, they agreed to do it the same time as before. This time, not bothered to be stealthy. Sebastian estimated it's going to take 30-60 minutes for the 3 of them to empty the rooms. They also had to account for security coming around from the front entrance once they realized what was happening. One of them would have to stand guard. They settled in behind the counter. Holly was rolling out her blanket and Bennett was stretching his leg which still hadn’t fully healed.
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Morning came quickly. None of them slept well. Again, they walked across the street and Holly got down to crawl to the panel. Bennett had part of a street sign to be able to wedge the door. Holly gave a nod that she was ready. Sebastian and Bennett looked at each other, gave a slight nod and looked back at Holly. She entered the same six digit code and once again heard the beep of acceptance. She stood up and got in behind Bennett.
Sebastian was at the door with key in hand. They got in and used a tiny light to guide them to the other door. Sebastian used the same key and unlocked the heavy sealed door. They all pulled it open and got inside the transition room. Sebastian went straight for the panel and started working on it. Holly and Bennett watched outside for any signs of movement.
After what seemed like too long, he cried out “I think I’ve got it”, inserting the key.
They pushed the second door open. Holly had the rifle, Bennett the handgun, along with the pole. Quickly they went and worked on those doors. They were still using just the flashlight, but if someone looked at the screens, things would start to get crazy.
After the other two doors were opened, Bennett walked to the end of the hall, jamming the pole through the door handle, wedging it between the floor and wall.Giving a good pull, he was satisfied that it should hold. If not, well, it is what it is.
Sebastian was already unlocking all the storerooms and Holly was opening them up.
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Mike was in the security room when all hell was breaking out on the monitors. Who the hell is in the hallway he thought.
"Steve. Do you copy? STEVE!"
What is it now Steve thought. He was just sitting, staring at his coffee cup. "This is Steve"
"People are in the hallway!"
"What?" he asked not believing what he heard.
"People from the outside are in the hallway! We’ve been breached," Mike screamed.
Steve stood up, knocking his chair over as he rushed towards the stairwell. People from the outside? How? Who? His mind was racing as fast as he was running.
Mike hit the alarm button which didn't do much besides make loud beeping noises through the whole bunker, alerting everyone that something bad was happening.
The scientists would hopefully follow protocol and suit up and lock themselves in the lab. The CEO and other board members would gather in the mess hall and everyone else would go to their quarters. But none of that happened. He could see through the monitors everyone just stood there, dazed and confused.
He got on the radio again, his other security guard had the night shift and was in his quarters sleeping. The alarm should have woken him.
"Joe, do you copy? Joe?" The radio crackled.
"Joe?"
"Yeah, I'm here. Just getting my pants and gun on. What the hell is going on"
"Get to the front entrance and make sure it's secured. We have a breach."
"Jesus, how is that possible?"
"Just go!"
"I'm heading there now"
Mike was reeling. How could this happen? Watching the monitors he counted three people. One was systematically going to each storeroom door and opening it. He was going much too quickly to be picking each lock. If that was even possible with those doors. Did he have a key? Was it an inside job?
"I'm going to the lab and mess hall to make sure everyone is there." His gun with one hand and the radio in the other as he made his way to the mess hall first. Steve got to the stairwell and looked up. Nobody was there and the door still closed. He slowly started to climb with his gun angled upward. What if they're infected. I should have brought a mask. His mind was psyching him out. No, I'm a professional. I've trained for this sort of stuff. But still, if infected were inside.
We're all doomed. Joe reached the front entrance. Just a short hallway to a set of doors. Nothing was disturbed.
"Entrance looks good. What now?"
"Go to the lab and round everyone up. Do a headcount and lock them inside." The alarm was still sounding, matching the sudden pounding in Mike's head.
Steve got to the door at the top and peered through the small window. He could see them. He could shoot them through the glass as long as it wasn't bulletproof. He wasn't sure if it was. Grabbing his radio, whispered for Mike. "I'm at the door, I see them."
"Don't be seen, give me a minute and I'll meet you."
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Sebastian finished unlocking all the doors and went to check the stairway door. He grabbed it and tested to make sure it was solid. Looking through the window, he saw nothing.
"OK, let's start moving the food first."
Bennett was already in the first room. He'd found a hand cart and was piling cases of #10 cans on it. Holly was looking into each room assessing what was there. Just boxes of cans and buckets. 55 gallon barrels of water too, but would be hard to
move. There was a lot of food. They might not have enough time to take it all she thought. Unless they took care of everyone first.
Sebastian helped Bennett load up the cart and shouted to Holly "Go to the exit and guard. You and Bennett can switch out after we move a couple loads."
With Holly watching the door, they made a few trips to the Uhaul they’d found. The ramp made the unloading quick.
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Mike had just finished quickly yelling at everyone to stay put. He took a count. They looked scared. This was the first alarm to go off down here. Some demanded to know what was going on, others were whimpering. He had to tell them someone was inside, but that's all he knew.
Before anyone else could ask questions he excused himself and ran out towards Steve. Rushing up the stairs he saw him in the corner crouching, gun drawn, staring at the door.
"Anything?"
"I saw someone's shadow and heard muffled voices"
"Let's try to peek inside."
Mike eased his head sideways enough to be able to see part of the hallway through the window. He was mortified at what he saw. Two men pushing their cart full of their food out of the storeroom.
"They're taking our food! They knew it was here. Must have gotten in through the quarantine exit."
"What! How?"
"I don't know," He pulled out his keys and hastily stuck it in the slot. It made a click but didn't budge open. Pulling harder and still wouldn’t move. "Damnit. They jammed the door."
"Is that window bulletproof?"
"No. We need joe to come around the other side."
"You mean go outside. What about infected? Are they infected?"
"We've got no choice. They're STEALING OUR FOOD."
Mike got on the radio. "Joe. Where are you?"
"I'm just leaving the lab heading your way"
"Stop, go back to the front. You need to go outside to the back entrance"
Hearing that, Joe stopped dead. "Go outside?"
"Yes, they're taking all our food. We're going to try and get them through the window while you go around and hit them from behind."
Joe knew he had no choice. That their only food. "Arggh, OK. I'm heading back. I'll let you know when I'm outside."
"Roger" was all Mike could say.
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They had just dumped their 4th cart which was a little more than a quarter of the food supplies. They were making good progress.
"Holly, leave the barrels, grab those buckets of dry food. Bennett, watch the door," Sebastian yelled out.
Bennett was on the lookout as Sebastian loaded more boxes onto the cart, Holly taking buckets two at a time.
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"I'm just at the corner of the alley." Joe crackled over the radio in a hushed voice.
"OK. Get ready on three. If you see anyone, use deadly force."
Mike went to the window, Steve behind him. “One, two, three” he called out, smashing the glass with the butt of his gun. Clearing out the corners of the remaining shards of glass he reached through, getting a grip around the pole they’d wedged in.
Holly heard glass break and stopped, letting the buckets fall. Grabbing her gun she edged towards the stairwell door. Someone was trying to get through.
Down the hallway Sebastian heard Holly shout. He dropped the case to help. She heard Sebastian coming back. Drawing his gun, Sebastian motioned Holly to get behind him.
“STOP,” he shouted, aiming for the hand.
The hand darted back through the window before it was replaced with the barrel of a gun. Without warning the first shot came at them blindly. A few more shots rang out before someone started shouting.
"Who are you? How did you get in? We've got you surrounded."
Sebastian didn’t answer. He motioned for Holly to keep moving back.
"It’s time to go. There’s probably someone coming around."
When they didn’t answer the voice, a few more shots rang out. One ricocheted and hit Holly, forcing her to the ground. Sebastian fired a few shots back, but retreated towards her.
Her leg was bleeding from the thigh down. She was trying to get back up, but having trouble.
Sebastian moved to help her. “Let’s go. Wrap your arm around my neck,” he ordered.
She complied, grimacing with pain. Moving down the hall backwards, he kept aim at the corner. She was leaving a trail of blood.
They got to the outside doors where Bennett was. He turned his back to look at them.
“She’s been hit.”
“How bad?” Bennett asked.
“My leg,” she said, keeping pressure on her wound.
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Joe had rounded the corner, his adrenaline was pumping, not sure what to expect. A big moving truck was parked in the alley. The exit was open, but he couldn’t see anyone. Raising the gun he moved around the truck. He saw someone with their back turned. Holly saw him, pointing and shouting.
The man fired his pistol. Bennett turned around as the bullet whizzed by him.
Raising the rifle up he took one shot as the man pulled the trigger again, moving from the cover of the truck.
Bennett’s round connected with the man as his to Bennett’s chest. He fell to his knees. Holly screamed.
Sebastian yelled and dove to catch him before he hit the ground. In Sebastian’s arms, Bennett was smiling. Even through the pain he must have felt, he looked happy. Content. Holly had hobbled over to them, knowing that he wouldn’t make it. As Bennett’s gaze went skyward, Sebastian got back into action.
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Searching the body they came up with his pistol and a walkie talkie. Using a tarp they’d moved Bennet into the truck and back to the coffee shop. Sebastian used the med kit from the quarantine room bag to clean up Holly's leg. She was still sobbing for the loss of Bennett who laid nearby. The bullet passed through after tearing through her thigh muscles. No major artery, but Sebastian knew it had to be kept cleaned or risk infection.
“Joe,” the walkie squelched.
"Joe is dead" Sebastian answered.
"Who are you? Why are you doing this? How did you get inside? Did you have help?" the person was asking question after question.
"We are a group of people that have been traveling for weeks to reach the bunker and get revenge on those responsible for this nightmare. I helped design it and had keys.”
"You want to murder us, like you did joe."
"Your man got one of ours too. You are the ones who started this whole mess, infecting 90% of the population. If you haven't noticed, since being stuck down in your little bunker, millions of people have died because of the people you're protecting. We have taken much of your food. There is no mercy for any of you," He was raising his voice.
Mike knew it was all truth. His mind reeling trying to figure a way out of this mess. If they didn’t have enough food, they're would be no reason to stay. They'd have to be on the offensive and try to take back their food. But how many are out there? There's at least two which could be problem enough, but what if there's more. Larger groups were most likely roaming around. He didn't have high powered guns to defend against anything more than a few people. Now that Joe was gone, they had two pistols and a taser. He should call a meeting with the board to tell them what's going on. They can decide the action needed to take he thought.
"Is there any negotiations for the food? We have money."
"Out here in the real world, money is useless and food is gold. Better than gold because you can eat it. I'm guessing you're the head of security, which means not directly responsible for the death and destruction of this world.”
"Yes"
"How many are children or not involved?”
“Only a few.”
“They can go. Everyone else will be dealt with. CEO, the rest of the executives and scientists. Let us have our revenge on them and you can go and live your life."
"Are you mad! You want to murder these people."
"They’re not innocent."
"But their families..."
"We’ll let them go. They can try and make their way to an encampment that would welcome them. They’ll have to experience what we have experienced. Infected chasing them, trying to tear chunks of skin off their loved ones. Become infected themselves and have to put a loved one down. Encounter gangs, find food and all the things they’ve been sheltered from.”
Silence on the other end.
Sebastian continued. "You guys have no idea what it's like out here. They don't know or care how destructive and greedy they were. Give them up and we'll let you go. You’ve got one hour."
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The first 20 minutes Mike sat next to Steve in the stairwell who heard the whole thing.
"Why don't we just do what they say. Give em' up. They mean nothing to us. Sure they killed joe but they might kill us too if we don't surrender."
"Steve we can't just give in. We were hired and paid to protect these people." "But that was before they sent the world to hell. I didn't sign up for this. Neither did you.
Tell me you knew this was going to happen."
"I didn't know," Mike barely whispered.
"We control the power now. We have the keys and the guns and those guys have our food. The people we're trying to protect, the ones responsible for all this have their lab equipment and their stockpile of money."
"You know about the money?"
"You just confirmed it. They probably have gold too. Look forward a year. We reach the point of running out of food. What do we do? Do we go the next bunker they have? If they even have one. Do we come out of our hole and join other survivors rebuilding, if there even are any? When does it get back to normal?"
"Never."
Steve had valid arguments Mike thought, but he was still in charge. He'd call a meeting with the board members he decided.
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"Gentlemen, as you may know. We had a situation. Three people got into the bunker through the quarantine exit. They were stealing our food and blocked the door which forced us to open fire through the window. I sent Joe out through the front. They killed him and took his radio. He managed to take down one of theirs."
Some looked shocked, turning to look at the CEO for a response.
"And how were they able to get in?"
"The one I spoke to said he helped design this bunker originally. Had keys.”
"And what were his demands, if any?"
"Blood," he kept it short to see their reaction. "Everyone except families.”
“How many are there?”
“I’m not sure. Two at least. And I’d assume they’re better armed than us.” "How long did they give you to answer back."
Mike looked at his watch. A nice wind-up his grandfather had given him. "We've got 10 minutes to reply."
"Go meet with him, work something out. Give ‘em a couple scientists if that will make them happy." A few in the room went wide eyed, though they said nothing.
Mike went back to the security room, slamming the door and slumping into the chair.
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Sebastian had grabbed the last MRE, preparing it. The two were digging into it when the radio crackled.
"We have made our decision. Can we set up a meet?"
"Just you, unarmed and alone. Go to the ally and bring your walkie. You'll get further instructions."
He went to the corner. Soon Sebastian saw a man slowly walk towards him from the front entrance. His hands were in the air.
"Drop the radio and keep your hands up."
Mike did as he was told, but looked around to see where they were. A man was walking up to him, gun drawn. Sebastian searched him and found nothing. Mike didn't try and hide anything. Turning him around, marched him to their camp where a girl was leaning against the counter, leg propped up and bandaged. A covered body nearby.
"What is your decision," The man said.
"We'll my boss said to give up some people."
"So that's your decision?"
"I didn't say that. Can you reconsider and not shed blood?”
"Let them live while their drug destroyed humanity? Doesn't seem fair." "I know, but I have to try. It’s my job."
"You have little food and water. You won’t survive long. Send the innocents out. There is a compound not far away that will take them in. It won't be easy for them and some will die along the way. There should be enough supplies to get them there."
Mike couldn’t think of a better option. He didn’t have the upper hand. "OK."
“You and anyone who wasn’t involved can go with the innocents. Help them get to the safety of camp. It’s still harsh out there.”
Mike stared into the man’s eyes. It didn’t seem right to leave them, but would he fight to the death when this man in front of him stormed the bunker, shooting everything still moving? No.
“Start sending people out. We’ll be going in soon to clean up.”
Mike said nothing and left.
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Sebastian watched as a flow of shadowed people passed by. They carried nothing aside from a bit of food and a little water. The shocked look that they were not in the bunker anymore. For a moment, he felt bad. These people did no harm. But remembered his family and how he doesn’t have one anymore. They can experience the real world like the rest of them. As Mike brought up the rear, Sebastian approached him. Their guns holstered.
“Keep to the side streets. Ask for George when you get to the roadblocks.”
Mike nodded. A nervous relief washed over him. He was leaving his employers, knowing that they’d soon face death. Times were different. “They should all be in the lab and meeting room.”
Sebastian nodded. The scared group was already on the move and Mike left to catch up.
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Holly hobbled towards the bunker. Sebastian offered to help, but she needed to do it herself. For what they were about to do, she needed to stay strong. The front entrance was still open. With their guns drawn, they walked in. Just as Mike had said, everyone was in the lab or meeting room. Tossing the flash grenade made the monsters easier targets. Neither the scientists or executives put up a fight, only tried to plead, but the two didn’t hesitate. After it was over, Holly threw up and
Sebastian surveyed the space, feeling unsatisfied. He’d had his revenge and the hole in his soul grew bigger instead of healing. Rigging the lab to go up in flames, they left the bunker for good, the carnage being engulfed.
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After they’d finished clearing the bunker, Sebastian and Holly readied the Uhaul. They didn’t say a word to each other. Neither felt good about the revenge they took. Feeling just as empty as before. As they started their drive back to the compound that felt most like home, Holly kept her eyes on the horizon. Any glimmer could be trouble. Sebastian weaved around the cars and rubble as best he could. The truck sounded rough, though it continued to run for now. The added weight, noticeable.
It took hours for them to put the city in the rearview. No sign of hostiles or those that they let go. Sebastian opened up the throttle when the road was more clear.
They’d get to George’s place by the morning if they didn’t stop and no trouble found them.
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“HEY,” Holly shouted, snapping Sebastian’s eyes open. Bouncing along the ditch he eased off the gas and rolled to a stop.
“Need me to drive?” she asked worriedly.
“I think I’m awake now,” Sebastian rubbed his eyes. “I must have dozed off.”
“We both did, but usually the driver shouldn’t do that though,” she smiled. Her first smile since they’d cleared out the bunker.
“We should be almost there.”
Sebastian guided the truck back onto the road. It was pitch black now with only the dim headlights to illuminate any danger.
“Good”


They were not heroes, just unlucky survivors of the apocalypse.
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